SOME LETTERS OF
all even a snub or a cuffing constitutes a sort of bond. The blue beatitude of those Milton hills often yearns into the grey drift over Chicago roofs, and I hear thence, even in the midst of cable-car-gongs and elevator chains, a spectral hymnody. . . .
Your statement of your musical condition fills me with sorrow and wrath. Your letter reached me just as I was starting for the Friday afternoon Symphony rehearsal, and darkened for me this one flower of passion and color that still blooms where the city of my soul once was. But in the midst of a Schumann thing my eye wandered to the program and read there the story of his being turned by just such a misfortune as yours into the work which was so gloriously his to do. Of course you know the story, but I could hardly help sitting down at once and calling upon you, beseeching you to think of it again. For you to give up music for "letters" is for an oyster to renounce pearl-making in order to devote its energies to the composition of sea-weed pills. I hasten to add that this is n't saying a damn against the pills....
W. V. M.
80e, perhaps in any state, a snub or a cuffing from her likes would be unto me as rarest hydromel, since after 1 That is, since October, 1895. 79  W. V. M.
